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  A Brief Note


While  Lancelot in November is the second book in a collection, it is not necessary to have read the first book, King of Cups. Each book is related, with a few overlapping characters, but their plots are separate. 
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To my father. Every Easter egg is a Flyers egg. 








  
  O who does know the bent of women's fantasy?Edmund Spenser, The Faerie Queene
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Prologue


The Ghost of Slaughterbridge

This house is hell, and I have been here too long. I can’t take it anymore—I’m leaving tonight. I don’t know what will happen when I do, because I’ve never been brave enough to go through with it before. When I was alive, I was daring and strong, but death made me gutless. 
As I walk through the house, my steps make no noise and my touch leaves no mark, but I can still feel everything: the cold marble under my feet, the dusty velvet beneath my fingertips. A ghost is supposed to haunt things, but instead I’m the one that is haunted. The sounds and scents press up against me, smothering me, and I never can escape.
I can’t explain why tonight is the night for it. There have been countless nights before—nights where I smelled summer rain through the walls and thought, I can’t take this anymore. Every time when I’ve told my body to do something, nothing happens. I just stand in the same stupid spot by the door, looking out at the hazy night, thinking but I can’t. 
Tonight I can. Tonight I will.
I walk along the dark, telescoped halls where the servants used to scurry, then into the grand ballroom, where the big parties used to be. There, glass doors lead out to the sultry summer night, and I pause to listen. I can hear the cattle from here; if I press my ear to the glass, I can hear the wind through the trees too. These doors are still held shut with boards, and even ghosts can’t get out, so I move on. The woman hasn’t gotten to this room yet. I’ve heard her call it ‘a project,’ but everyone knows it’s the entrance hall that really matters in this house, and that’s where most of the work has been so far. 
I know, because it’s where I died. 
The round entrance hall looks like a church, except the stained glass shows scenes of a king from a story instead of Jesus. In the first panel, an evil-eyed man sneaks into a sad woman’s bedroom. In the next, a golden-haired boy pulls a sword from a rock, and in the panel beside that, he is a man grown and surrounded by knights at a round table. In the last panel, above the grand staircase, the man lays half in water. His head rests in a dark-haired woman’s lap, ruby blood spreading across his stomach. The woman is crying, and in the nighttime the moon turns her tears silver. I remember how it was raining the night that I died. I remember how I watched the rain run down the woman's cheeks as I lay on the floor and felt hot blood seep out of me and into the marble, pulsing with my disappearing heartbeat.
On the marble floor is a wheel with animals and instruments at the end of each spoke, gleaming bronze and black mother-of-pearl. There is a faint red dash between the archer and the sea-goat, the last remnant of the night that I died. The woman can’t get the rust-colored dash out and doesn’t know why. I wonder what she will tell guests—it could be nothing more than wine spilled at a party, a thing accompanied by laughter. 
I stand at the center of the wheel. Usually I stare at the place where I died, but tonight I’m looking out the front door. I have to leave, but I’m so afraid. I don’t know what will happen when I leave. I’ve been in this strange in-between state for so long, and I don’t know what comes next. Does anything come next? I never bothered with believing in anything when I was alive, because I was so young, and death was a thing that happened to other people.
I want something to make me feel brave. I walk on noiseless feet to the man’s study, another place that remains untouched. The picture frames are dusty and the fireplace is filled with bird droppings. I remember the slender ivory saber that hangs in a display above the mantel, and it’s still there. I don’t even know what will happen when I touch it, but I reach for it and it is cool and solid in my hands. I feel better, and I laugh at the stupidity of it—I am already a ghost—but I still grip it as I turn back to the entrance hall. 
I’ve pictured it before. Sometimes I imagine myself becoming more silvery, more diaphanous, as I walk barefoot through the summer grass. Sometimes I picture myself disappearing with a crack like lightning through bone, leaving the spot scorched and sizzling. I push open the front door and balmy summer air brushes my face like a sudden kiss. Drowsy night winds ruffle the sycamores; in the distance the cows are crying. 
As soon as the door swings shut, I hear it: a horrific blare, worse than the cattle’s cries. There’s a gunshot and then I’m running, running harder than I ever ran when I was alive, the saber slipping in my suddenly sweaty grip. I didn’t know I could sweat, didn’t know I could still feel the itch of grass beneath my bare feet. Twigs snap under my heels and I cry out but I’m still running, and my lungs are burning, and I hear men’s voices, and as I rip along the hillside the cows cry harder because they can see me, because they know I shouldn’t be here, because animals always know a human’s evil.
I am in the woods now, crashing through thorns and bramble, and I’m sobbing and stumbling. I spill into a clearing and nearly skid into water. I catch myself just in time and drop to my knees, weeping, clutching the saber and feeling wet moss seep through my clothes. This is the end, I know it, and just like when I died, I’m not ready and I’m crying for my mother, and as I stare at the pool I see the frieze at the other end, my face carved into stone, the face of a stupid scared girl, cowering as the knight advances upon her. 
They’re shouting now. A swinging light, a man’s cry—I drop the saber into the pool—
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Chapter One


Rebecca

A man in chinos and a polo was questioning Becca’s life choices, and she was laughing carelessly at him for it.  
“You’re an influencer,” friend-of-a-friend Corey repeated. His eyes flicked over Becca’s straight, long limbs and fine brown bob, lingering on her vintage dress and statement jewelry. “And you make a living doing that?” 
“Oh, absolutely not.” Becca took a sip of her martini for a dramatic pause. “You know, if we got married you could bail me out of all the debt I’m in.” 
Corey let out a shocked laugh. Over his shoulder, Becca caught her friends’ eyes: Blair, the friend in common, was laughing. Roma, the third in their trio, was side-eyeing Corey. In their long summer dresses (Blair’s was white, as this was her engagement party), they looked like beautiful, judgmental muses.
In fairness to Becca, Corey had already dropped a snarky remark about her vintage dress—so are you in costume?—and her height, so he had earned some mischief. Only a bit, though; Becca saw the insecurity behind his questions, and she felt for him. Her empathy always ruined her fun. 
“I’m just kidding. This is obviously a set-up,” she added, “and I’m very sorry, but Blair is determined to find me a boyfriend before my thirtieth, and you happen to be her latest victim. I’m sure you can relate.” 
“Oh, god,” Corey sighed, “thank you for just saying it.” 
His tone was kinder now, too. This was something Becca was good at: drawing people out and making a connection, even when she had nothing in common with them. 
“It’s just so ridiculous, right? I’m exhausted. The whole thing—the forced set-ups, the endless first dates, the advice, the questions, the apps—” 
“The apps,” Becca mourned, throwing her hand up. 
“God, the apps.” Corey mopped his face. “I can’t even bring myself to open them right now.” 
“I’m off them altogether,” Becca said. “It’s liberating—highly recommend it.” 
Now that she had released the tension, the party seemed more twinkly, and more worthy of Blair and Warren’s fifteen-year romance. The restaurant, Rosalie, was on the first floor of a historic hotel, one of those old Main Line establishments that everyone knew one way or another. Warren had proposed here a year ago by accident, because they had been drinking Negronis and he never could hold his liquor, and Blair had insisted they hold the engagement party here to commemorate his tipsy mistake. Even so, it had turned out to be the perfect setting for the party. The patio doors were open, letting in the summer night air. August in Philadelphia was usually punishing but tonight was dry and cool, like the universe had said, oh fine, I’ll give you this one. It made the party feel even more festive.
And there was nothing Becca loved more than a loud, glittering party. The more people, the better. There was that Fitzgerald quote about the biggest parties being the most intimate, and that was how Becca felt. Most people hated mingling but she loved it. She loved bumping elbows with someone in line for drinks and uncovering what was wonderful about them, or exchanging outfit details with a stranger in the bathroom, or getting just a taste of someone else’s gossip. She loved to be the last one to leave a party: that sleepy fullness on the ride home, holding onto lovely fragments she had collected like dandelions or broken gems—worthless to others yet priceless to her.
“I mean, I might be off them anyway, because it’s been so long since I opened them. I might just have been deactivated,” Corey confessed. “And I’m sorry for being awkward—you seem great. It’s just that I’m so tired of people being like, she’s single! Go talk to her! And I’m like, how do you know we have anything in common?” 
“Blair doesn’t think too hard about things like this, so I wouldn’t take it personally. It’s well-meaning but not thought-out. And I release you,” Becca said. “We are definitely not interested in each other, so we can just talk like normal people now.” 
Corey grinned. “Okay, for real then—what’s the deal with the influencer thing? Do you do TikToks and open PR packages? What’s your niche? How do you even make money?” he asked, a smirk in his tone. “I always wonder how you all do it, and if it’s actually profitable. Like, was the debt thing a joke?” 
Of course he had to go there. Men always needed to dig until they found out how much money she made. It was never as much as people thought (a living room filled with PR packages does not pay a mortgage), but Becca hated to give them the satisfaction. While she was perfectly fine from a financial perspective—and not in debt—she would never own a yacht. Her lifestyle would always be dependent upon her ability to go viral again and again. As savvy as she was about her content strategy, she was also aware that it was a fickle industry, and she lived with risk. For her, the risk was invigorating—she had always been confident—but she wasn’t naive to the consequences, either. 
“Yes, I do occasionally open PR packages, and even an unboxing video every now and then,” Becca conceded, noting that Blair and Warren were approaching. 
They made an adorable pair. Blair was small and expensively blonde, and dressed all in white and topped with a pearl-studded headband. Warren, her fiancé, was stocky and pleasantly grumpy, like a bulldog in a bow tie, with combed brown hair like it was picture day. Blair must have decided it was time to release Becca from her latest matchmaking attempt. 
“And my niche, if you want to call it that… is ghosts,” she added as Blair and Warren reached them. 
She grinned at Warren’s scowl. He was one of her self-professed biggest fans, yet also the first to argue about what her content was. 
“Ghosts,” Corey said blankly. Warren made a noise of disgust. 
“It’s not ghosts. Don’t listen to her,” he said, gesturing with his craft beer. “She does a lot with vintage clothes and thrifting, and she’s making content about restoring the house she just bought, and she does cover local ghosts, but it’s all got the same foundation: local history and unsolved mysteries. She’s amazing. I don’t know how she finds these stories. Which reminds me,” he said, turning his abrupt glare on Becca, “when is your next video coming out?” 
“Working on it,” Becca evaded. “I’m still looking for my next ghost,” she added, which was true. 
“Oh, actually—I might have one for you,” Corey said. 
All three rounded on him in surprise. He grimaced at the attention. “You know the guy who just bought the Flyers?” he asked Warren, clearly assuming the women would not know. He was right, but it still chafed. Becca and Blair exchanged a look. 
“Yeah, that New England venture capital guy,” Warren said. “Jonathan Hope-Gold. How do you get enough cash to buy a whole hockey team back from Comcast?”
“Your family comes over on the Mayflower and rapes the Native Americans,” Corey guessed, a remark that made Becca and Blair glance at each other again. Blair was one of those people who collected friends like bruises and often wondered how she got them in the first place. “He’s old-money New England. Like, an ancestor who founded Harvard or something, I don’t know. Anyway,” he continued, “I was reading an article about him and apparently he and his wife also bought some old estate in Delaware that they’re restoring—”
“Oh, it must be Slaughterbridge,” Blair realized. 
Corey pointed at her with a nod. 
“It’s near Winterthur and the Nemours mansion,” Blair explained. She worked in the art world and had done an internship at Winterthur ages ago. She knew all of the local estates, and the pieces of art housed within them. “They bought Slaughterbridge? That’s amazing. It’s got incredible bones,” she added. “I thought it was going to go to the state and get torn down.” 
“Apparently it was, until Hope-Gold’s wife stepped in and bought it. Now she’s restoring it while he gets involved with the Flyers,” Corey said with a shrug. “And apparently, it’s got a ghost.” 
“Yeah, it’s famous for the ghost,” Blair recalled, smacking her forehead. “I can’t believe I never told you about it before, Bam,” she added to Becca. This was Blair’s nickname for her—for her last name, Bamburg. “But no one’s lived in it since the seventies, and I assumed it was done for. Ooh, I cannot wait until she restores it. There’s a zodiac design in the entrance hall and I’ve only seen it in old pictures. It’s a massive wheel, made of marble, and the signs of the zodiac are inlaid in bronze and black.” 
“So what does the ghost do? Why is it famous?” Becca wondered, feeling that familiar shiver of curiosity. 
“I don’t remember. It’s something to do with the cows and the dairy barn,” Blair said. “The original family brought over these pure white cows from France, kind of like they did at Ardrossan, to have their own dairy barn. Andrew Wyeth did a painting of them that used to be on display at the Brandywine Museum.” 
Becca was already on her phone, Googling ‘Slaughterbridge.’ 
The first result was an article from the Philadelphia Inquirer. The article was filled with images of a rosy French Neoclassical mansion, surrounded by sprawling gardens. There was also a picture of a woman with the softly-lit beauty of an old Hollywood starlet. Her spinel earrings glinted through her silver hair, bringing out her tea-colored eyes. The caption noted that she was sixty-seven, but she looked younger, closer to her early fifties. 
“Harriet Hope-Gold—the wife.” Becca turned her phone screen so the others could see it. “She’s. Um. Gorgeous?”
“I guess. You’d think a guy like him would have a younger wife,” Corey remarked. “He’s running around on private jets and all.” 
“She’s beautiful and interesting,” Blair put in. “Why would he want anyone else?” 
“I just meant it’s the stereotype,” Corey said defensively. Eager to change the subject, he turned back to Warren. “So do we think the Flyers’ll be any better this year, now that Comcast doesn’t own them? You would think with Bellamy we’d’ve gotten a Cup by now.” 
“They made some major trades, so I’m optimistic,” Warren said analytically. For Blair and Becca’s benefit, he added, “Specifically, Babe Fowler from the Rangers, and two excellent defensemen, Adam Valentin and Christy Slaymaker.” 
“Oh, is Fowler the hot one? The Texan? I remember you mentioning him a few weeks ago when he got traded,” Blair recalled, narrowing her eyes.  
“Yes, Fowler is the hot one,” Warren snapped. Even though they had been dating since they were in high school, Warren’s jealousy was still quick to burn. “He’s also a former first round draft pick, which means we’ll have two first overall picks on our team. I feel like it’s going to be a great season.” 
“Yeah, but he’s no Nate Bellamy,” Corey snorted. “I remember when everyone thought Fowler was going to be the next Sidney Crosby. That didn’t exactly pan out, did it?” 
“Fowler’s under-appreciated. He’s a great defensive forward, and should’ve won the Selke last year but they gave it to Burnap,” Warren countered, looking increasingly annoyed by Corey. Becca wondered if they were going to have a fight on their hands. Warren was polite until you pushed him to his limit and fed him alcohol. “And no, Fowler’s no Nathan Bellamy, but no one is Nathan Bellamy. Bellamy is a true generational talent. He’s easily top fifteen of all time, and probably top ten by the end of his career. We’ll have to see, because he’s still so young, but he’s for sure making hockey history. It’s ridiculous to compare anyone to him.” 
“You know, Becca knows him,” Blair tossed out, clearly bored. Blair was dangerous when she was bored. “Nate Bellamy, I mean.”
The effect was incredible: Corey rounded on Becca as though Blair had announced she owned a unicorn, and he bumped Warren. Some of Warren’s beer sloshed over and he impatiently switched his glass to his other hand, shaking out his damp hand as he scowled at Corey. 
“What,” Corey demanded. “How? How do you know the biggest name in hockey since Connor McDavid—”
“I barely know him anymore,” Becca interrupted with a laugh. “He lived on the other side of the twin I grew up in, but I haven’t seen him in a couple years. My mom and grandmother always give me updates on him when he visits his parents—he goes there every Sunday—but we haven’t actually crossed paths in ages.” 
Becca might not pay attention to sports, but even she understood what Nate meant to Philadelphia. If the city had its own currency, Nate’s squinting face would be on every coin. You couldn’t go very long in the city without seeing some reference to him: a billboard, a piece of Flyers merchandise, a Bellamy jersey (number sixty-six); Funko Pops and Bobbleheads and T-shirts and signed pucks and signed sticks and signed Polaroids taped to restaurant bathroom mirrors, featuring him robotically shaking the hand of the owner. The fact that Philadelphia had produced such a major talent and won him in the draft was still, years later (Nate was twenty-six now), a shock and delight to the city. He had become an instant Philadelphia legend. 
“Incredible. Just incredible. What’s he really like? He always seems a little Rain Man in interviews,” Corey said. 
This was what cemented it for Becca: she officially disliked Corey now, and it took a lot for Becca to dislike someone. 
“He’s very sweet,” she said coolly, “and is completely devoted to his mom. And he is the hardest worker I have ever seen.” 
She left out the fact that she used to sit on her front porch while Nate sat on his, late in the blue night, and listen as he feverishly recounted all of the ways in which he did not feel good enough. He had always been superior to the other boys, even from his earliest days of playing hockey—and also devastatingly socially awkward. They always hated him, and it always killed him. 
“I can’t wait to see Fowler play with him,” Warren said eagerly. “I think the new coach, Bonar, is brilliant. Those were some sick trades. Yes, they had to give up some old fan favorites, like Snellman, but look what he got for them: two of the best defensemen in the league—Valentin’s been with three different teams when they won the Cup—and then Babe Fowler. Fowler’s so intuitive, so fast, so tough. He’ll just know what Bellamy’s about to do.” 
“And this is the cute one?” Becca prompted. “What’s his name? Babe?” 
“It’s just a nickname,” Warren explained. “His real name is Dillon. D-i-l-l-o-n,” he added when he saw Becca take out her phone again.
Becca Googled him and was greeted with Dillon Fowler’s roster picture: thick dark hair, sly coyote smile, clever dark eyes. He was grinning in his roster picture like a woman was undressing for him. 
As she scrolled through Google Images, she found hundreds of shots of him, often in a Rangers uniform (fighting and bloody) or a well-tailored suit, and occasionally wearing a cowboy hat—either he loved how he looked in the hat or he was an extremely good sport about being from Texas. (Maybe both.) There were also many pictures of him shirtless save for his hockey padding, revealing skin densely covered in tattoos and no trace of self-consciousness. It seemed like in every picture, he was laughing like someone had just told him a filthy joke. 
He looked like he had a good sense of humor; he looked well-liked, and like things had always worked out for him. 
“Okay, so,” Becca concluded, “he seems like the exact opposite of Nate.” She returned to the main search results. Dillon ‘Babe’ Fowler (b. December 11) is an American hockey player for the NHL. “Oh, and almost the same birthday as me,” she realized. He was a few months shy of thirty, just like her. “Just two days apart, in the same year.” 
“Ooh, another Sag. That explains why I find him so hot,” Blair decided. “Sagittarius,” she added at the look of confusion on Corey’s face, which quickly turned to disdain.
“All women do. He’s kind of known for that,” Corey scoffed. “He’s apparently slept his way around New York City. I wonder what the new coach’ll make of him—Bonar is apparently big on values and morals and all, and Fowler is not.”
“It’s going to be great,” Warren said loyally. “I think it’s going to be our best season yet.” 
“He’s just saying that because he wants to buy season tickets,” Blair confided. “Look, I’m just glad we finally got some hot guys so I have something to look at during the games.” 
“The first game is against the Bruins,” Warren continued, shooting another peeved look at his wife-to-be, “and it’s going to be wild to play the Bruins without worrying about Lavesque or Koslov. I can’t believe they retired.” 
“It doesn’t feel real,” Corey agreed. “It’s barely hockey without them.” 
Becca vaguely recognized the names; she thought Nate had something autographed from Koslov and remembered him mentioning the name long ago. But then, hockey names always sounded the same to her. She often wondered if parents knew their sons were destined for hockey fame and chose their names accordingly: the most flowery, the most rhythmic. This is a future legend, the names always seemed to say, yet they ran together for Becca in a watercolor blur, like the names of English kings.  
Corey and Warren continued discussing hockey, with Blair adding chaotic interjections, and for a moment Becca let her attention drift. She looked around the bright, rosy party without seeing it.  
Slaughterbridge, she thought, turning the word over like a sour candy in her mouth. The ghost of Slaughterbridge. 
Maybe this could be her next thing.
She took out her phone again and opened a new text to her grandmother. Mom, always on the lookout for mischief, would read too much into this request, but Gram was so innocent. She wouldn’t think twice. 
Becca [8:47pm]: good evening, gram! random q for you - does Nate still visit his parents every Sunday?
Gram, reliable as ever, replied at once. Becca could picture her sitting up in bed with a book—she had been a tenured English professor at Bryn Mawr College before her retirement—with her long grey hair pinned back, hands slathered in the same French hand cream she had been using for years. 
Gram [8:48pm]: Yes, that boy is like a German train. He comes by at 2 every Sunday ON THE DOT. I don’t think Andrea’s health is good. Saw her the other day and she looked terrible. Xoxox Gram
Becca [8:48pm]: oh no! when I swing by tomorrow I’ll bring some fruit and flowers for her too
Gram [8:48pm]: That would be lovely. Love you my sweet elfin girl. Xoxox Gram
Becca [8:49pm]: love you too, gram <3
Becca excused herself, waving off a frown from Blair, and stood at the open patio doors. Blue night blossomed before her, dotted with points of gold from Lancaster Avenue; warm coral swooned behind her, flashing with chartreuse from the olives in martinis and the gold of wristwatches. 
As breezy and joyful as she was, and as much as she took pleasure in interacting with others, she often needed to be alone with her big blooming emotions, which took over like hibiscus in a hothouse. This was just another part of her that men found difficult; she seemed to feel everything, and feel it deeply, and it exhausted them and made her feel unbearably foolish. After years of situationships and talking stages where she had done her best to minimize herself and failed every time, Becca had come to a point where she could no longer do it. She had learned that her muchness and her feelings were the best of her, and the engine of her creativity. If it was to be either herself or a man, she would choose herself. This was a decision she had made and moved on from years ago, so now she easily turned from the group without concern, and freely let her mind feel all that it demanded to feel. 
She was reluctant to ask a favor of Nate. So much was asked of him. He couldn’t even do his own grocery shopping anymore because everywhere he went, people wanted something of the great Nathan Bellamy. And while she had not talked to him much in years, their bond—adolescent as it had been—still meant something to her. He still meant something to her. She did not want to be just another person asking too much of Nathan Bellamy. 
On the other hand, her career had taught her that personal connections made doors appear in walls that seemed otherwise plain. A single tap of Nate’s Midas fingertip could turn a wall into just the door she needed. 
She unlocked the screen of her phone once more and was greeted with Dillon Fowler’s filthy grin. She hit the back button and returned to the fiery elegance of Harriet Hope-Gold. Something in her starlit eyes beckoned Becca like the strings of a cello. 
Becca finished her martini with resolve, having felt her feelings, and turned back to the room, beaming like just the sort of guest that Blair wanted at her engagement party.
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Chapter Two


Dillon

Dillon was determined to end tonight in the bed of a girl with a tongue piercing. 
Her name was Eva. As she led him upstairs earlier, he had realized that this house—an eleven-bedroom Hamptons mansion with a pool—was her parents’. He had put two and two together and identified who her family was and which Eva she was. This made the tongue piercing even more entertaining, and he had many questions for her, but at the moment he was focused on one thing only. 
As they faced each other, grinning and smoking pot, she shuffled a worn pack of Tarot cards. Just a little more time now. 
He loved this part; he was very good at this part. He liked women his own age because they demanded this: the foreplay, the dance, the smoke and mirrors. There were consequences if you messed up this part. One wrong move and you were out. As impetuous as he was, Dillon’s attention was held only by a challenge. 
“Do you know anything about the Tarot?” Eva asked, still shuffling. The air was heady with marijuana and her perfume. Her tongue piercing winked in the low light when she spoke. The lamps were all covered with rosy shades—a custom design, he was sure—and it made her blonde hair rose-colored. Everything was all pink. 
Dillon let out a lazy laugh, and she did too, never breaking the gaze. 
“Knew a guy with a tattoo of one of the cards.” He was thinking of Jacques Lavesque (former captain of the Boston Bruins) at the All-Star Game a couple seasons ago, and the glimpse he had gotten of his back, covered in a faded tattoo. In the dressing room after the game, Dillon asked what it meant, but Lavesque had dodged the question with the same grace with which he did everything. 
After the game they had gone out drinking together, rather than go to one of the big parties everyone else was going to. It was Vegas, after all—even perfect Disney prince Jacques Lavesque could not say no to drinking in Vegas. Late into the night they had sat together in the corner of a bar, nursing their last drinks. Dillon, to his delight, had realized that one of his heroes was drunk. 
It is a Tarot card, Lavesque had said in that accented staccato of his. It was a non sequitur by that point in the evening, but Dillon was nothing if not quick, and he had hidden a smile behind his own beer. Oh yeah? he had probed casually.
Usually, it represents a man about to enter your life—the perfect man, the perfect lover, Lavesque had continued, a little more open after all that alcohol. Dillon could remember thinking that Lavesque seemed like a pressure cooker that was starting to leak steam. Then the next year, he was divorcing his modelesque wife, picking fights on the ice, and retiring from hockey, so Dillon guessed he had been right. 
He was almost always right about people.
“Which card did he have?” Eva asked, pulling his mind—fogged by the pot—back to this bedroom. Just a little more time now, a little more conversation, and then he would be in her sheets. “The tattoo, I mean.”
“The King of Cups,” Dillon recalled after a moment’s thought. “And don’t pull that one for me, ’cause I’ve got plenty of men in my life already.” 
She laughed, tossing her hair in the way that girls did when they thought you were obsessed with them. And while Dillon was generally obsessed with women, he had never, in his whole life, been obsessed with any one woman in particular. 
“If it shows up in your spread, it’s not my fault—it’s yours,” she said with a shrug. She had a bit of an accent, the vaguest hint of London on her pierced tongue, similar to the way Texas still perfumed his own words. “That’s an interesting tattoo for a guy to have.” 
“He’s an interesting guy. One of the greats. Retired a few weeks ago.” He inhaled deeply. “He’ll be back, though.” 
“Can you un-retire from hockey?” she wondered as, with one fluid motion—her hands seemed promising; he was grinning again—she swept the cards into an array between them. He passed the joint back to her, their fingertips brushing. 
“You could. But he’ll come back some other way.” Dillon leaned forward, mentally discarding Lavesque and the memory of that All-Star Game weekend. Something about the memory always made his mind itch, like he had forgotten something important, and he didn’t want to be distracted right now. “So what now?”
“Well, your question was ‘what should I know about this coming season’, so I’m going to do a three-card spread,” she explained. “Past, present, future.” 
“Why do I need three cards for one question?”
Eva smiled—aware of the pressure he was applying, aware of her power in resisting that pressure. She passed back the joint. 
“You need all the context that past and present have to offer on your future,” she told him. “Pulling a single card is never enough.” 
“Yeah? You do this a lot?” 
“For every question I have,” she said lightly. “You think it’s stupid, don’t you?” 
“No more stupid than anything else,” Dillon admitted. It was the truth. He was always honest about this type of thing. “My parents and my brothers go to church every Sunday, and I’m not sure to this day what the hell they get out of it. If this gives you answers—why not?” 
“It does give me answers.” She studied him. He returned the gaze directly, smiling, until she looked down and blushed. 
“You know what—we can do it in one card. But you’re going to have questions, just warning you. And it’s a lot to ask of the cards. So think of your past, your present, your future, and think long and hard before you pick your card.” 
Dillon smoked and considered the cards, because he was fine with going along with things like this. 
Last season had been slippery and cheap like margarine. The nights had all started to run together, sweat and unfamiliar sheets and stale hangovers, until around March he realized he was more bored than he had ever been in his life—and he was also playing worse than he ever had in his life. Then he found out the Rangers were dumping their best players so they could rebuild from scratch, and his time in New York was coming to a close. 
He had entered talks with a few teams, aware that he was entering those talks as an expensive twenty-nine-year-old who had once been a number one overall draft pick, yet who had not panned out to be one of those elusive ‘generational talents.’ Rather, he was an intuitive and fast player who also showed up late to practice and ignored any expectations of him. His reputation preceded him, and while he had no intention of changing that reputation, he was not blind to it either.
No one’ll ever be sad to have you, Babe, his agent and lawyer Kenny had pointed out as they discussed his options. You’re too good, you’re too fast, you’re too damn smart. 
But I’m no Nate Bellamy. Dillon had said the quiet part out loud with a grin and watched his agent squirm. It was this memory that he thought of as he smoked and scanned the cards.
His present: a condominium waiting for him in Rittenhouse Square down in Philly, full of unpacked boxes from his beloved Williamsburg apartment; an impending thirtieth birthday that was bothering him more than he’d let on; and a mere few weeks left of off-season time. Dillon closed his eyes and tilted his head back, making a show of taking it seriously, and Eva laughed again. 
And his future? He rarely gave the future much thought. If it never unfolded like you intended—and it never did—then why bother? The only future he could imagine was about five or six minutes from now, when he would pull her down onto her unmade bed with its fine sheets and learn more about that tongue piercing, and that was the only future that interested him. 
With sex in mind, he picked a card. 
“Alright.” Eva turned the card over and he tilted his head, the better to read it. A knight on a pale horse, bearing a floral standard and surrounded by the scattered corpses of kings, stared back at him. When Dillon looked closer he saw that the knight was a skeleton in armor. He guessed it was the Grim Reaper. 
“Wait—does that say ‘Death’?” 
“Yes. You got Death, upright,” she reported, missing the irony in his voice. 
“Well, I guess I can’t say it’s inaccurate about my future,” he said dryly. “Given we all die.”
“It doesn’t necessarily mean death in the physical sense. It’s about major transitions,” she reasoned, still examining the card. “The end of a cycle. Often the end of a relationship.” 
Dillon felt an unreasonable distaste for the card. He wanted to turn it over. He brushed the urge aside, because it was just a silly card and because Dillon could not be deterred for long when he wanted something—and he knew what he wanted. 
“Sounds transformative,” he drawled, drawing her eyes back to his. He passed her the joint again and watched her inhale. “As long as I’m not dying any time soon.” 
“Probably not,” she coughed. “It could be a transformation that happens to you. Or a transformation that you bring about. It’s not usually physical death. Sometimes, but not always. It could be physical death, though.” She grinned. “I told you that you’d want more context.” 
“I always want more. That’s nothing new,” he dismissed. 
Her brow twitched, that awareness returning between them—just as he had intended. 
“I did hear that about you,” Eva said. 
This did not surprise him. He’d thought she must have heard about him when they’d faced each other across the pool earlier. She had been draped on a lounge chair with two of her friends, studying Dillon standing there with a bunch of other NHL players. Dillon had seen the twitch of her brow then, too. She knew who he was—even if she wasn’t a hockey fan, one of her friends would have told her, because after this many years in New York, Dillon knew that circles ran small and everyone knew what everyone else was, what name they came from or what name they were building.
When he had walked into the party with other NHL players, there had been a little ripple through it, because even the most jaded New York socialites were curious about athletes. Compared to all the coiffed sons of moguls and supermodels and distant royals, he was exotic. She would have known about him, and anyway—he had a reputation that preceded him.
“Yeah?” 
She set the joint in a little pink dish that looked like it had come from somewhere special. She wrapped her arms around one knee and rested her chin on it as she regarded him. 
Dillon was aware of how women saw him. Sometimes he inspired a mothering urge; sometimes he served as a fantasy, because he listened and asked thoughtful questions and he was tall. However, he also was aware that this was a transaction and he was getting something from it, probably getting more than they were, benefiting from the urge he inspired in women—whichever urge that might be. 
“If you’ve heard about me,” he said, “then you’ll know I didn’t come up here to play cards.” 
“Izzy and Cee warned me about hockey players when you guys walked into the party,” Eva said slyly. A lock of golden-blonde hair fell over her flushed cheek. “That you’re all horny thugs. That you’re dangerous.” 
Dillon regarded her, considering his next move, but she continued. “Izzy heard something bad happened at a party with hockey players a couple of years ago. In Vegas, or somewhere like that?” 
That mental itch came back; Dillon saw Lavesque’s face painted the Jolly Rancher colors of nightlife in Vegas. 
“I heard that too,” he said, rubbing his neck. “At the All-Star Game, right?”
“Maybe?” 
“Yeah, I went there, the year it was in Vegas. Two years ago,” he recalled. “I heard something bad happened but I never heard more.” 
“Izzy has a bunch of friends on the west coast, they’re all new-money party girls,” Eva said. “I guess that’s how she heard about it. But anyway, she said to stay away from hockey players—especially ones like you.” 
She was smiling again, that sly look. 
“You can tell me to leave any time,” he said. “And I will.” 
“I’m not scared of you. But maybe I should be,” she said, looking at him through her lashes. Why were fear and sex so often intertwined? 
He relaxed, realizing this too was part of the dance. Maybe danger excited her, or, at least, the aesthetic of it. “Nah, this is all you’ll get out of me,” he promised.
“Playing cards?” she guessed. Dillon snickered.
“Yeah, playing cards,” he said. He brushed the card aside and leaned forward. “If that’s what you want to call it.” 
“You said you didn’t come up here to play cards, though,” she pointed out, gripping the front of his T-shirt. 
Soon after that, he forgot about the Death card, and the All-Stars, completely. 
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Chapter Three


Rebecca

Becca had grown up twenty minutes outside of Philadelphia, in idyllic, cluttered Narberth. She had lived with Gram and Mom in one half of a bungalow twin, with white siding and a garden of black-eyed Susans and roses. Mom always sat on the porch with a laptop while Gram toiled in the garden, elegant bones draped in linen and a straw hat shading her face. Recently, Gram’s doctor had advised her against kneeling in the sun, so these days she sat on the porch while Mom moodily followed her instructions.  
Luckily for Mom, today was too humid for gardening. Both women had retreated inside, and the porch was empty when Becca pulled up in her dark green Mini Cooper. There was a black Range Rover in the Bellamy driveway, just as Gram had promised. 
Becca considered her options. If Nate’s mother’s health wasn’t good, it would be intrusive to knock and interrupt his visit, especially for a selfish request. The kinder thing, she decided, would be to catch him on his way out.
“Hello, ladies,” Becca sang as the screen door shut behind her with a tinny rattle. Inside was cool and dark, and fragrant with Carven and Earl Grey tea.  
“Hello, lady,” Gram sang back from the dining room table, where she was sorting through bills. Mom was flung on the juniper green couch, eating a popsicle while she watched television. She was all long limbs and a sharp jaw, with light eyes and dark hair; she had given Becca all of her lines and colors.
“Hewo, wady,” Mom greeted her around the popsicle. “How was the engagement party?” 
Becca heaved her tote bags onto the dining room table. Gram snatched one, examining the cucumber and eggplant approvingly. The Ardmore Farmer’s Market had the best produce, but it was too expensive for Gram and Mom these days. Becca loved to pick up pretty produce for them; it was a little nod to the way they had raised her. She had grown up romanticizing even the smallest parts of daily life.
“It was beautiful, as expected. Blair looked gorgeous, Warren looked handsome. Rosalie was the perfect place for their party.” Becca dropped onto the sofa next to Mom, who obligingly drew her legs to the side. “And I had yet another man question me and my life choices, which adds flavor to any outing.” 
It was meant to be lighthearted, but it sounded lemony even to Becca’s own ears.
“Men always add flavor, and usually not the right one,” Mom said before Becca could soften her words. “Kind of like adding cinnamon to salmon.” 
“Natey’s home,” Gram announced over Becca’s laugh. She was never tolerant of Becca’s bitterness toward men, however humorously she framed it. Mom was more tolerant, as she loved any opportunity to poke fun, even if Becca knew that she too had her concerns about Becca’s bitterness. “He’s so big and tall now. I can’t believe it. He looks like an action figure.” 
“Nate was always tall,” Mom pointed out. “And weird.” She finished her popsicle and left the wooden stick on the end table; Gram scowled and got up to throw it away. “Not turning out to be bad-looking, either,” Mom continued. “You know he didn’t get it from his mother.” 
“Andrea is lovely,” Gram countered. “Not conventionally lovely,” she allowed, “but lovely.” 
“Oh, come on. You know I’ve always been completely fascinated by her, but she does look like a horse. Nate doesn’t look like a horse anymore, though. He’s on his way to being handsome.” Mom flicked through the channels, then glanced at Becca. “What are you doing here, anyway?” 
“She brought us fruits and vegetables,” Gram said. “And flowers.”
“And I wanted to trade some books.” Becca pointed to one of the cloth totes she’d left on the table. 
Gram, being the former English professor that she was, read like breathing. She read one-handed while cooking, while watching television, while cleaning the bathroom. No room was excused from having at least one messy stack of paperbacks. The built-in shelves that lined the living room and the stairs were bursting, but that was not nearly enough to contain Gram’s reading habits. Caches of books grew like vines: stacked in front of the television, or hidden on a chair at the dining table, or in a pile by the door with the rubber boots and umbrellas. 
“No more books,” Mom groaned. “We need to cull.” 
Gram gasped, clutching one of the books Becca had brought to her breast. 
“Absolutely not,” she said indignantly. “Becca, go pick out a few. There’s always room for more. Watch and see if I cull you, Igraine.” 
At Gram’s command, Becca went to the shelves. She selected some high fantasy books—Gram’s favorite genre—and stuffed them in her tote. 
“Staying for dinner?” Gram wanted to know. 
“I should work on a video,” Becca lied. Lingering by the shelves, she heard a screen door slam. Nate. “Actually, I should head out now.” 
“Alright, alright,” Gram said. “Just thought I’d offer.” 
With a quick kiss to them both—just on the tops of their heads—Becca hurried out the door, her sandals slapping on the front steps. 
It was late afternoon now and humid as ever, all the glossy leaves gilded in late summer’s nostalgic gold. A tall figure paused in the driveway when Becca called out, “WAIT! Nate!” 
He turned, and their eyes met. Mom was, as she often was about uncomfortable truths, right: Nate was suddenly on his way to being handsome, and it hit her like a slap.  
Tall and dark-haired and dark-eyed, he had always had the potential for it, but had only recently grown into his heavy jaw and wide mouth. For as long as Becca had known him, he’d had a slight strabismus, giving his gaze an unforgettable directness. His eyes were evenly aligned now, and she wondered if he had undergone some kind of surgery. It radically changed his face, and she was sad to see the difference. 
Despite all this, he still looked uncomfortable in his own skin, like he was renting this body. He was wearing a tight Flyers T-shirt that did not make sense with his baggy cargo shorts, and his trademark dad sandals. He had always disliked the sensation of haircuts, so his black hair was too long and shaggy, and he had to periodically shake it out of his eyes. 
“Becca,” he blurted. His eyes fixed on her long thrifted Zimmermann dress, which played about her legs as she walked. 
“Hey! It’s been forever!” she called, smiling at the sound of his voice. “Hold on, I got some flowers and vegetables for your mom, because I’m about to sweet-talk you. Let me get them from my car.” 
She took the farmer’s market bag and bouquet from her car. When she turned, Nate was approaching, hands shoved into the pockets of his shorts like he didn’t know what else to do with them, his dark gaze fixed on her dress.
“She likes asters, right?” Becca asked, handing him the slim brown-paper bouquet. 
“She likes purple.” He studied the flowers. “And she likes you. She’ll like purple flowers from you.” He looked up. “Why are you sweet-talking me?” 
“Because I’m about to ask you for a favor. I promise it’s small. Tell me how you are, first.” 
“You don’t have to sweet-talk me,” Nate said. He spun the bouquet, examining it without trying to smell it the way most people would. When he looked up again, the eye contact was brief but blazing, as Nate was known for. “What’s the favor?” 
“No, tell me how you are first, because I feel like a jerk asking you for a favor—especially when we haven’t seen each other in so long,” she insisted. “I heard this season is supposed to be great? Important trades? Some guy who was also a first round pick, just like you, who maybe isn’t on your level?”
“Fowler,” Nate guessed. 
He didn’t continue right away. They watched a car slow down as it passed—someone recognized Nate. A little boy’s face was pressed up against the glass in wonder and joy, but then the car sped up again and Nate’s shoulders dropped. 
“Fowler is actually a lot better than people give him credit for. He should have won the Selke last year, but they always give it to Henry Burnap.” 
“And yet you don’t sound happy about him,” Becca intuited. 
It threw her back in time to being a teenager, dressed in her Baldwin uniform (she had gone there on scholarship; it was the only way she would have met a moneyed bunch like Blair and Roma), hunched on the edge of her porch with her skinny legs swinging through the night air, while Nate sat sadly on the other side. 
“He’s one of those guys.” He squinted in the direction of a loud lawnmower. “Everyone likes him, so he gets away with everything. I’ve played with him at the All-Stars a few times. He always shows up late, always laughing at everything. One year he was out drinking all night with Jacques Lavesque and was really hungover for the game.” 
“Ugh, that’s frustrating. Did he play worse?” Becca wondered. Nate scowled. 
“No, he was fine. He’s very good.” Nate paused. “He laughed at me, though. I was trying to give pointers to Kosl—to this other player, during the practice, and Fowler just started laughing. He’s always laughing at someone or something, and it always feels like if I’m around, he’s laughing at me. I don’t know, I’m just not really excited to have him on the team.” 
Nate fixed that laser-like gaze on her again, and picked at his chapped lower lip with his teeth. “What’s the favor?”
She smiled. Nate would not be deterred. 
“Well, I know it’s been a while,” she began, “but I quit my job a few years ago to become a content creator—” 
“I know. I follow you on TikTok and Instagram,” Nate said. “With a burner account.”
“Oh.” It was rare for Becca to be shocked speechless. “I had no idea! That is incredibly flattering, because my videos are so silly—”
“They’re not,” Nate interrupted again. “They’re interesting. What’s the favor?” 
Becca stifled a fond laugh just before it came out. With anyone else, she might have laughed at them for their persistence, but she knew he would take this as yet another datapoint that there was something laughable about him, rather than lovable. 
“Okay, so. Harriet Hope-Gold,” she began. Nate nodded seriously, looking down at the ground like he was being assigned a mission and could only memorize the instructions. “She just bought this famous estate, with an apparently famous ghost.” 
“You want to talk to her?” Nate guessed. 
“Yes, but I’m sure a lot of people do. I’m sure she gets contacted all the time,” Becca hedged, “and I was wondering if you’d put in a good word for me before I reach out.” 
“I’ll just introduce you,” Nate said. “I see Mrs. Hope-Gold all the time. I’m seeing her tomorrow. I’ll just bring it up then.” 
“That would be amazing. You don’t have to do that, if you’re not comfortable,” she said hastily. “Even mentioning my name would be—” 
“No, I’ll introduce you,” Nate insisted stubbornly. “She’s always talking to people. She won’t mind.” 
“She and her husband seem really social,” Becca noted. “They know everyone, right?” 
“Yeah, everyone loves them both. They’re both really nice,” Nate said, with an unexpected amount of warmth. 
She could imagine that they had been friendly to him, that they probably appreciated just how much of a star he was. Becca felt yet another burst of fondness for him. Any expression of it would have made him uncomfortable, so she kept it to herself. 
“You’ll really like them both,” he added after a moment. 
“You’re amazing. Thank you,” she said sincerely. “But seriously, how have you been?” 
“Fine.” Nate shrugged. “Tomorrow the whole team is getting together for the first time. I’m captain now, so I have to say something.”
“Ooh, an inspiring speech?” 
“Yeah. But Snellman was constantly making speeches and they were always stupid, so, I don’t know.” Nate rubbed the spot over his heart absently, where the ‘C’ on his jersey would be. He glanced at Becca again. “How—how have you been?” 
“Wonderful. Just enjoying the summer. I bought a house last year, this gorgeous old place at the edge of Overbrook, and I’ve just been fixing it up and decorating. I guess you know, if you’ve seen my videos. You should come by for lunch sometime,” she added, “and I’ll give you the grand tour.” 
“Yeah, sure,” he said distractedly. “What about everything else?” 
“Everything else? I think everything else is good,” Becca said. “I’ve been having a lull with content, but it ebbs and flows, you know? There’s always more stuff going on in the fall, like events and store openings and whatnot.” 
“Yeah. Right.” He seemed dissatisfied and impatient with this answer. She couldn’t imagine why, but perhaps he had already moved on from the conversation. He scowled again in the direction of the humming lawnmower. “My mom is trying to nap,” he muttered. 
“These are for her, too.” Becca handed him the farmer’s market bag. “Just some summer vegetables. I know she loves to cook in the summer.” 
“Not lately,” Nate said, taking the bag and shifting the handles to see inside. “I tried to sign her and Dad up for Sakara but she doesn’t like the way the vegetables touch, which is understandable. Dad is a bad cook. I don’t know what they’re going to do while she’s sick. He keeps buying rotisserie chickens from Acme even though I told him not to. They’re full of hormones and grease. She shouldn’t be having that while she’s on chemotherapy.” 
“I’ll let Gram know; she’ll be delighted to help out and drop things off.” Becca tried to ignore the swooping horror in her gut. Cancer. Poor Andrea. “And Mom always likes seeing Andrea, so she’ll be happy to bring things over. Oh,” Becca suddenly realized, “and we should exchange numbers. I just realized I don’t even have your new number.” 
“I have yours,” Nate said, “if it’s still the same.” He took out his phone, holding the bouquet and vegetables in one elbow like a football. It was a subtle reminder of his physical coordination, so easy to forget in the face of his social discomfort. He texted one-handed, and her phone buzzed with a new alert. 
“Oh, perfect.” She didn’t know why she felt flustered. “I should let you go. This is amazing—thank you so much. I owe you a drink or lunch or something,” she said quickly. “Seriously, I really appreciate it.” 
“You don’t have to thank me,” Nate said irritably. “Nothing else is new?”
“Nothing else is new,” she promised. Nate chewed his lip as he stared at her, and again she felt flustered.  “I’m extremely boring.” 
“You’re not,” Nate said. “I’ll text you after I talk to Mrs. Hope-Gold tomorrow.” 
“Perfect. Amazing. Incredible!”
She did not know whether to go in for a hug. Normally, she would have. Becca was always open with her affection, but Nate was not, and disliked being touched if he had not given his consent. They lingered. His shoulders shrugged like he was about to move, so they each went in for an embrace, the flowers and vegetables under his arm bumping her stomach. She laughed and he flushed and pulled back, muttering sorry as he looked away. 
“Can’t wait to hear from you,” she added as they parted. 
She did not know why she felt so embarrassed. It almost felt like Nate was fishing for information on—well, that was ridiculous, and arrogant of her. She smoothed her hair and glanced at the front door as she walked back to her Mini Cooper. 
Mom was in the doorway, pressed against the screen, pulling faces and twirling her hair. Becca let out a laugh, rolling her eyes and waving her off.
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Chapter Four


Dillon

Dillon awoke with the greasy feeling he got whenever he had fallen asleep smoking pot. It always made him clench his jaw, which gave him a faint headache that felt like a hangover. But it was better than the alternative, which was to not sleep at all.  
He had driven his motorcycle from New York to Philadelphia yesterday, and spent the first night in his new home surrounded by unpacked boxes. Even though he could have used the sleepless night to unpack, he had stared at the ceiling, listening to traffic and watching the flicker of headlights dance across empty walls. He was thinking of the impending season, and the Death card, and his conversation with Eva. Izzy heard something bad happened… 
Where had he first heard that rumor? Who else had heard it?
Now his last alarm of a series was going off, and he felt like he’d been hit by a bus. He rolled out of bed and stumbled to the shower, trying not to mourn the bodega he had always gone to for coffee in New York. Dillon was good at letting go of things that no longer belonged to him, so he put New York out of his mind. 
A hot shower and some black coffee later, and it was time to go meet the rest of the team. 
Soon he was on his Triumph Twin Street bike, weaving through traffic toward the Wells Fargo Center, his T-shirt billowing in the humid wind. Dillon was most comfortable on his motorcycle; he had grown up on a cattle ranch north of Dallas, riding dirt bikes with his brothers, or following his dad on horseback through throngs of cattle. Cars felt cramped; he preferred to feel free.
Along shabby I-76, he passed a billboard that featured Nate Bellamy’s squinting gaze. Bring it to Broad compelled the billboard, in a badass font that was undercut by the stiffness of Bellamy’s posture. Even on a billboard that was celebrating him, Bellamy looked uncomfortable. Dillon let out a laugh that was lost to the wind. He had always been intrigued by Bellamy’s awkwardness, like he had no idea how he ruled over the entire league.
The meeting time was eight forty-five, but it was nine when Dillon pulled into the Wells Fargo Center parking lot. There was a distinctive figure lingering at the players’ entrance—Coach Bill Bonar. He had a large head and shoulders yet short legs, so that he looked like he was two mismatched halves. During games, Bonar’s steely gaze tracked his players’ movements, with his grey brows furrowed and thick arms crossed over his chest. His face did not change whether they scored a goal or gave one up. Before becoming an NHL coach, he had coached the boys at Boston College, and was famous for his humorless discipline. 
Right now, that unfeeling gaze was fixed on Dillon. Despite the humidity, Bonar was in crisply-pressed khakis and a starched blue shirt. Dillon had the feeling they were not going to be friends. 
“I was warned about Fowler Standard Time,” Bonar remarked when Dillon parked in front of him. 
“Don’t worry, it moves with Daylight Savings,” Dillon said as he pulled off his helmet.
“We’ve been waiting for you. Everyone else was here early, or on time.” 
“An eight forty-five meeting time is a waste,” Dillon said, locking his bike and following Bonar into the Wells Fargo Center. “Why not make it nine? Why the extra fifteen minutes—what are you getting out of them?” 
“Catering arrives at nine-fifteen, which gives me about a half-hour of everyone’s attention before they smell coffee and eggs,” Bonar reasoned. “Now I only have fifteen minutes.” 
“Well, I think even fifteen minutes of attention on a Monday morning in summer is real optimistic.” 
They followed a curved wall, which bore floor-to-ceiling shots of current and former Flyers. The first was Nathan Bellamy himself, in monochrome with vivid orange accents. As they continued, they passed former great Flyers: Lindros, and Desjardins, and Leclair, and Parent, and, of course, the iconic Bobby Clarke, a favorite of Dillon’s. On the opposing wall were similar shots of current and former 76ers stars—it was a hall of history. Dillon was accustomed to imagery like this; every arena had something like it. Everyone was so thirsty for legacy, for legend.
“Given how you all are compensated, I don’t think it’s an unreasonable ask,” Bonar said as they reached the locker rooms. Everything smelled like new plastic and rubber. Perhaps it was a sign of the money poured into the organization by its new owners, the Hope-Golds. “Everything you need should be here. Get changed into your skates and meet the rest of us on the ice.” 
Dillon located his stall between Bellamy and someone named MacDonald. As Bonar had promised, Dillon’s skates were there, along with a Flyers-branded hat and a pullover. Presumably, Bonar expected him to wear them, but Dillon disregarded the clothes. He ran hot; he didn’t even wear Under Armour during games. As he dropped down to lace up the skates, he studied Bellamy’s stall next to his. There was a purple Nalgene bottle, filled with some disgusting powdery concoction, sticking out of his bag. It reminded Dillon of the All-Star Game, and how Bellamy had annoyed everyone by commenting on their un-optimized nutrition. Everything about Bellamy was so effortful, so dialed-in. There was no one like him. 
When Dillon walked through the tunnel to the rink, he passed through a wall of cold air. His skin prickled as he heard the soft hush of blades on ice, and then he was back. He glided to the center, the cool air rushing through his fingers. He did a quick, lighthearted circle as he surveyed the rink, deciding who to talk to first. 
A group of rookies was watching Bellamy hit pucks into a net with robotic precision. On the
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